The Imagists and their Bequest
Sniff and pad-foot of beasts,
fur brushing my knee-skin,
Rustle of airy sheaths,
dry forms in the ather.
And the ship like a keel in ship-yard,
slung like an ox in smith's sling,
Ribs stuck fast in the ways,
grape-cluster over pin-rack,
void air taking pelt.
One returns, for other reasons, to the terrible Cantos XIV and
XV, the blasting stench, the gagging sight of hell, unthink-
able, unforgettable:
Above the hell-rot
the great arse-hole,
broken with piles,
hanging stalactites,
greasy as sky over Westminster,
the invisible, many English,
the place lacking in interest,
less squalor, utter decrepitude,
the vice-crusaders fahrting through silk,
waving the Christian symbols,
... frigging a tin penny whistle,
Flies carrying news, harpies dripping shit through the air,
One returns to Canto XXXI, both for its technical interest,
the halting movement of its cadences, which seem almost to
wait upon strings and flutes, the irregular chiming of the
rhymes, and for its quiet exalting speech of that
affect, wild often
That is so proud he hath Love for a name.
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